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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
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Courtney sighed and finally looked down, giving Jerry a short breather from the tension of her fierce glare. 
Women always seemed to see an urgent need to stare into the eyes of men, especially in times of conflict, 


which, incidentally, were often very much one-sided. 


‘lm screaming at the wall," She said, and her voice sounded calm and soft. “Jerry, you hear me? l'm leaving 


you. We broke up." 


"Yeah, alright. | get it" Jerry quickly glanced at the bar, which was adorned with green, black and transparent 
bottles, incredibly alluring, especially the ones that were filled with noble bourbon, which was, surely, from 


long-term exposure. 


"Sure," Courtney laughed a little. "You know what, when | talk to you, Jerry, it's like I'm talking to a fifty years 
old divorcee who doesn't want anything, has no purpose and is fed up with his shitty life. But you're only 


thirty-two! And you don't care about anything which isn't Pittsburgh Steelers or Budweiser already. That's 
what's not right." 


He shrugged and exhaled gray smoke that rose into the air, slowly and deliberately. It almost touched the 


ceiling of the small pub, but suddenly flinched when another visitor came in 


"And I'd been working hard on your well-being. No response, no thankfulness, no care. Only showdowns, blunt 
jealousy, insults, disrespect and lack of interest in being with me, or talking with me. You've never told me what 


was inside your head. Ah, you're not used to speaking about feelings. What a load of fucking bullshit.” 


Cantrell indifferently yawned into his fist, as if he knew anything about the concept of etiquette, and then 
distractedly stared at Courtney. 


"Jerry, what the fuck?" 


"What? What do you want to hear from me?" Jerry snapped irritably, "You don't want to be with me, fine 
then. | can't fucking grab your hand and drag you back home, okay? That would just be stupid” 


"No, that would mean that you care." Courtney pursed her lips, watching how Jerry rolled his eyes. "Oh God, 
you don't give a shit. And you know what's the worst thing in this situation? Me neither. | don't claim to know 
everything, but | don't think it's very good to feel nothing when you're breaking up with someone you loved" 


"I just can't quite understand why you've been sitting here trying to prove me wrong for an hour instead of, | 


don't know, going away dramatically or something.’ 


"You're right, it's useless trying to knock any sense into you" Courtney shook her hand slightly and took her 
handbag. "I know that when you get back home, you'll be just sitting there, sipping your beer and watching 
football, as you always do. And my presence won't be necessary. So, I'm going to cry a little bit at Kelly's home 
for decency, drink a bottle of wine and then forget about you the next morning, regretting only that I've 


wasted four years of my life on a man who didn't care." 
She stood up and walked up to Jerry, then leaned down and kissed the top of his head softly. 
"The soup that's in the fridge will spoil pretty soon, so finish it in the next couple of days, okay?" 


Jerry's eyes followed Courtney's neat figure, which gradually disappeared over the heavy wooden door of the 
pub. The man swallowed hard, extinguishing his cigarette in the ashtray. The unexpectedly confusing sensation 
of freedom from relationships echoed in his jaded mind, and, feeling an incredible need to return to his normal 
life, he threw some crumpled bills on the table, stood up and quickly left, heading home, which suddenly had 


become so empty. 


Jerry cringed and shoved reddened hands into his pockets once the March wind hit him in the face, burning his 
skin with own coldness and penetrating his leather jacket. He slowly went down the street, stepping in puddles 


and thus distorting the reflection of the night in them. People passed by, one after the other, each more like a 
shadow. Only the young guys accompanying them were beautiful, and their laughter filled the humid night air. 


It was another Saturday, and one of the clubs with a bad reputation released a smoking and noisy crowd from 
its doors. Expensive cars were driving up to the entrance all the time, and then appeared schoolgirls in 


miniskirts, accompanied by several men over forty years old. 


Jerry grimaced, trying to overtake people around the edge of the sidewalk, but then a familiar voice came 


from behind. 
"Cantrell!" 


He turned around and grinned, as a tall man in a white suit approached him. It was one of his old mates, Ratko 
"Rat" Tucovic, Serbian and formerly his employer, he went out of the illegal business of guitar transporting 
from Mexico to much more fun, and much more illegal business. However, Jerry had never had anything to do 
with the criminal side of selling guitars; he was only an exceptionally invaluable consultant in Ratko's music 


store. 


It was impossible to refuse Rat and Jerry had nothing to lose, so he quickly found himself inside the hot as 
hell space of the club, which was swarmed with night demons. Free drugs, alcohol, faceless poets, known 
politicians drinking brotherhood with those whose hands were stained with blood, priests who just hid their 
crucifixes and robes, hookers of any gender and age, rich villains and poor onlookers who were trying to grab a 
small bag of the precious substance. Skinheads, Jews, Afro-Americans, Latinos, lesbians, gays, transgender 
people. All of the most humiliated on the streets gathered in this wicked basement, which recalled the 
quintessence of all the seven deadly sins. Lust mingled with Gluttony, so Envy, Pride, Sloth, Wrath and Greed 


were good friends of each visitor. 


Rat disappeared almost immediately, leaving Jerry alone in the middle of this Bacchanalia, being on the edge of 
losing himself. And that's a very simple recipe for wasting yourself, which Jerry knew well: joint, shot, then 
joint, then two gorgeous white lines, then a few more shots, everything written down on Ratko's damned name. 
If Courtney had seemed distant in the past, she had now gore into oblivion. Her figure faded from his memory, 
and Jerry didn't feel an ounce of regret, he felt only burning of the nose, desperate stomach pain, dizziness, 
disobeying of the limbs, nausea, and he saw blurred lines. Space had become a vacuum, impervious to light and 
sound, but there still shined the beautiful smiling face of one of those nameless gay hookers, and it was all 
Jerry could see before falling into the darkness. 


"Life waster," A sweet laugh echoed in the depths of consciousness. 


Lungs tightened, and Jerry took a deep breath, after bursting into a dry cough. He opened his eyes wide, 
instantly feeling pain all over his exhausted body, which could barely function. Jerry's tired half-opened eyes 
looked around, letting him know that he was located on the street right outside the club, lying on the damp 


asphalt. There wasn't a soul around, and Jerry groaned weakly, supposing it was about four in the morning. 


He managed to stand up on trembling feet, trying to remember something, but he couldn't. He suddenly flinched 
and began to prowl in his pockets, hoping to find his keys and wallet. When his fingers finally felt the uneven 
surface of iron, Jerry sighed, clearing his throat again, and then finally headed home, barely making steps one 


by one. It was drizzling, and the city was grey, silent and sleepy. 


Jerry stopped and turned his head to the side, staring at the gateway from which could be heard muffled 
voices and a low pleading moan. Cantrell could see someone's thin half-naked body falling to the ground, and 
then he heard loud hysterical sobs. Three other standing men quickly turned and began to approach Jerry, and 
he winced, but all he felt was a rough push in the shoulder. 


"What are you looking at, asshole?" 
Jerry caught a breath and watched them walking down the street in silence until they got out of sight over 
the corner, like menacing ghosts. He then swallowed, spat on the asphalt and gently went to the laying body, 


feeling his heartbeat quicken 


He could recognize the face. Earlier smiling and beautiful, it was now pale and sickly. His lips were quivering, and 


his eyes were as hollow as a skull's, dark and empty. At once he noticed Jerry and he jerked and cringed. 

"No, please, don't," He whispered desperately, seemingly not being able to understand what was going on around 
him. High, hysterical, scared, the young boy tucked his knees to his chest and covered his head with his hands. 
'| beg you, please, don't... l-l can't, please...” 

He was mumbling and pleading, and Jerry squatted down, feeling unsure. 

‘I'm not gonna hurt you, okay?" He said softly, making an attempt to reach out and touch the boy's shoulder, 
but he got startled and pinned himself to the cold brick wall, looking like a horrified mongrel. Jerry sighed, 
"You're gonna be fine. | promise." 

"Please, don't," He repeated in a whisper, so Jerry pursed his lips and took his leather jacket off, as his heart 
tightened in his chest. The boy's blonde curls were darkened, tangled and all messy, wet and dirty from laying 
in the cold puddle. 


"You're trembling. Put this on," But the boy stared at him silently, shaking helplessly. Jerry shook his head a 
bit and continued, "Okay, then Let me help you." 


Jerry's fingers gently touched the boy's shoulder and then he began to put the jacket on him with much 


caution, trying to avoid contact with bruises and scratches. 
"Much better," Jerry barely smiled, when it was done, and then asked, "What's your name?" 


The boy sniffled and said quietly, "Layne." 


"Alright Layne, I'll walk you home, so nobody will put a finger on you." 

"| don't need that." Layne tensely snapped all of a sudden. 

"What?" 

"| don't need your help. | don't fucking need your compassion. Hold it in and go away. You're just one of them. | 
remember you," Layne's eyes flashed with reproach and scorn, "So don't you try to wear a mask of a fucking 
messiah here. Not before me. | know what you are." 

"No, you~" 


"There's no need to amuse your vanity at my expense. I'm stronger than you." 


"You know what, this is not the time to show your fucking pride. Shove it up your ass," Jerry barked, standing 
up, "Fucking junkie." 


Layne looked down at the dancing of raindrops on the asphalt, sniffling one more time and supposing that the 
stranger would leave, or beat the shit out of him, but when he glanced up again, he saw an outstretched hand 


before him. 
They walked side by side in awkward silence under the rain. Jerry was trying to handle the low temperature 
wearing only his t-shirt, and Layne wrapped himself in the leather jacket, stil trying to move away from the 


effect of drugs, which, perhaps, caused such ambiguous and contradictory conduct. 


Jerry was tired and morose, and every step took a lot of effort from him. He couldn't think straight, and the 


only sweet desire he had was to get home, mostly reflexive and unconscious, somewhere in the sleeping mind. 
‘Its here.” 

Layne's voice brought him back into reality. Jerry shuddered, yawned and looked around. In front of him grew 
an old and no less ugly apartment building, which didn't inspire much confidence to its residents. In such 
doorways people often die, shoot up and lose virginity. 


Jerry looked back and shook his head, as Layne began to take off the leather jacket: "You can keep it, I'm fine.” 


"Don't freeze your ass off, Mr. Jack Torrance," Layne spoke quietly, watching how the absolutely lost stranger 


turned away and started walking down the street, disappearing over a dense veil of small raindrops. 


Conducting 


"Fuck that! ‘The inflation rate is increasing, some butthole killed someone, Ted Bundy screamed like a bitch in 
the electric chair. Have a great day!. | would rather hang myself with such daily news. Hey Jerry, did you 
fucking hear that?" 


"You could care less, Billy." Cantrell laughed, looking at his colleague. Bill was an almost comical fat guy, bearded, 


in worn-out clothes, with a green cap worn backwards, and, sure enough, always with a hamburger in his hand. 


"I still have to pay taxes in this country." Billy said, chewing his Wendy's burger lazily, "Nah seriously, we're 
losing the Cold War, but these fucking assholes in government piss in our ears with the fucking unemployment 
rate. Oh, I'll fucking look at the unemployment rate when fucking commies will take power here. It will drop to 


zero fucking percent! Socialist pigs, goddamnit." 


‘| wonder why you're selling drums instead of starting another revolution, Bill. Your fucking fat ass can't climb 
on a tribune?" Jerry chuckled, taking one of the Fenders and wiping dust from its neck carefully. "Hey, 


revolutionist, take a work break from having lunch all day." 


"Yes, boss," Bill snorted and threw the wrapper in the trash idly, "At least my girlfriend didn't run away from 


me. 


Jerry frowned jokingly, and a second later, the cloth flew right in the face of laughing Billy. Cantrell smiled and 
sighed, turning to the shop window. It was the middle of the day, and white-collar workers ran through the 
streets with cups of coffee in their hands, hurrying back to the workplace from their lunch breaks. Jerry all 
of a sudden flinched and quickly glanced at Billy. 


"l'm going to eat somewhere. I'll be back in fifteen minutes." 

Bill didn't manage to answer anything, as Jerry stormed off from the shop. Cantrell was almost running, 
chasing the haunting silhouette in his familiar leather jacket he'd spotted in the crowd, pushing passers-by, 
until his target went into one of the eateries. Jerry slowed down, walked in and pursed his lips, as he saw how 


the blonde head disappeared behind one of the red couches with high backs. 


"Hey," He coughed, stepping to the table and sitting down on the opposite couch. Layne smirked in surprise, 
extinguishing his cigarette in the ashtray quickly. 


"Came to take your jacket back? Is there a microchip somewhere sewn in the pocket?" 
"I just work nearby and saw you." Jerry shrugged and deviated to the soft back of the couch. 


"Sweet. How not to be a fatalist after such nice coincidence?" Layne said sarcastically, looking down at the 


menu. He didn't have much enthusiasm in keeping the conversation going, and Jerry noticed this, which made 


the situation even more awkward. Perhaps Cantrell didn't even know why he decided to follow Layne. It worked 


itself like a senseless click in the brain. 
"Well," Jerry started, trying to keep a confident look, "How are you doing, man?" 


"Are we buddies or what?" Layne shot a glance into Jerry's eyes, "Why are you sitting here? Don't you have 


something else to do? | don't even know your name." 
"Jerry" Cantrell blurted out. 


"Cool. Now things are different” Layne sighed irritably, then leaned closer and clicked his tongue. "Now listen, 
Jerry. If you wanted to hear gratefulness from me - here it is: Thank you for what you did on Saturday. 

Now you see, my dear, my job has no strictly designated time. | work all day and all night seven days a week. If 
you've come here to chatter, please, don't waste my time. If you want to take me, we can discuss it. Anything 
you want - blowjob, sex, something perverted for an extra fee, of course. Price also varies depending on 


location My place, your place, car, whatever." 

"Well, I." 

"Unfortunately, | have no medical certificate confirming the absence of venereal diseases. l'm working on it, so 
all | can offer now is condoms." Layne said quickly and nodded with a smile when some pretty waitress put a 
milkshake on the table. 

‘Ie never actually thought about it," Jerry shook his head and laughed in disbelief that he was actually talking 
about this with a man. He run his fingers through his long hair and smirked again, "You know dude, l'm not 


into-" 


"You're not gay. | know." Layne's thin fingers with beautiful rings impatiently knocked on the wooden surface of 
the table. "Okay, | see. I'm wasting my time here with you, handsome. Bye." 


He got up from the couch and, grabbing his milkshake, headed to the exit, but Jerry's strong hand stopped 


him. Layne turned around and groaned crossly. 

"What else?" 

"We're going to mine." Jerry whispered quickly, breathing hard and trying to hide the trembling in his voice. 
"Your work?" Layne grinned and raised an eyebrow. 

"Um, | will say that I'm leaving early. Its near." 


"Oh, so you're a big shot," Layne squinted with a smile, noticing Jerry's nervousness, which betrayed itself with 
a slight tremor and shortness of breath, "Okay." 


Jerry couldn't understand his own behavior. He sheepishly went along with Layne, who caught the eye of 
almost all the passers-by, but there wasn't any specific reason, to be honest. He looked quite usual for such a 
reckless time, so he and Jerry were more like members of the local garage band who crawled out onto the 
street for the first time in a month because they finished the last crate of beer. However, Layne somehow 
attracted the attention of everyone, and Jerry reluctantly admitted that he wouldn't have taken his eyes away 


from him on the street either. 

Once they entered the music store, Billy frowned and stared at Jerry's escort, who was looking around 
childishly and holding a milkshake in his hand. Cantrell quickly stepped up to the countertop, faltered and said 
quietly and quickly: 


"Dude, l'm leaving now." 


"The fuck?" Bill choked on the chips, "You fucking bumped your head somewhere and forgot what time we 
close? You can't leave now. Wait, what if Ray finds out?" 


"Why the fuck would he? He comes in once a month," Jerry sighed and shifted his weight from one foot to the 
other, trying to finish this conversation. But Billy didn't give up - he only frowned and crossed his oily arms. 
Cantrell rolled his eyes, "You won't tell him, right?" 

Bill shrugged. 

"Dude! This is an unexpected circumstance." 


Billy looked at the visitor over Jerry's shoulder, and Layne smiled amiably. 


"Okay, so what am | supposed to tell him? Where is our exemplary employee Jerry, uh? Ran off to fuck some 


gay whore?" He said deliberately loudly. 


Jerry winced when he heard laughter behind him. He quickly put his hand in his jeans' pocket and took out 


three coupons for free meals. Billy raised his eyebrows and nodded in consent. 

"Generous," He laughed. 

"Thank you, man," Jerry sighed and shook hands with his colleague, and he then grimaced in disgust, when the 
chips oil stained his hand. He turned around and saw Layne, who stood patiently with a big grin. Cantrell, with 
long nervous strides, headed to the door, then hearing Billy's conclusive taunt: 


"Each in his own way, going through a breakup with a girl." 


Being almost pushed onto the street, Layne burst into laughter with strange delight, looking at completely 
confused Jerry. He then poked the man's shoulder and cutely wrinkled his nose. 


"Nice workplace. You're a kind of guitar lord?" 
| wouldn't say that," Jerry smiled, glancing at Layne, as they continued their way. 


"So, you broke up with a girl? Why?" Layne took the straw from the cocktail in his mouth and raised his 


eyebrows, ready to listen 


"| don't know. She'd been telling her usual blah blah for six months when we were hanging out together, then 
she moved in and kept doing it for another four years, and then she figured out that I'm an asshole. And you 
know what, she spent about a fucking hour telling me l'm an asshole, in a very diverse and sophisticated way. 
l'm still in awe." 


"Women are amazingly talented at that", Layne laughed. "So, you'd been dating for a few years and she only 
just figured it out? | did at our first meeting!" 


"Well, you're much more astute," Jerry smirked and continued, "| didn't understand her and | didn't want to. | 
felt alone and she wasn't inspiring. | don't know how to explain it. Maybe I'm stupid, because she loved me and 
did everything for me. | mean, she's amazing. Beautiful, smart, kind, but | don't know, she's not my type of 
person at all.. probably because she's perfect, and I'm an asshole. Endless accusations and notations.. Of course, 


| ignored her, because 10% of time | had no idea what I'd done wrong." 

"Jerry, I'm not your mommy to tell you what is good and what is not, but to ignore a woman for four years 
is a crime. It's totally against the law. And you deserve a life sentence of solitude, tasteless food, masturbation 
and alcoholism on a particularly strict regime." 

"Still better than prison” Jerry laughed. 

"Ah, | bet your sex life would be much more varied and exciting there, handsome." Layne smirked, "Anyway, 
that's okay, Jerry. You don't have to feel content with someone who can only provide good living conditions 
without inner passion, if you know what | mean. Love is always discomforting. Otherwise, there'd be nothing but 
mutual benefit." 

Jerry sighed and nodded. 

"Maybe you're right." 

"Don't blame yourself,” Layne said with a sympathetic smile, and Jerry stared at him closely. He never shared 
his feelings, because he was accustomed to concealing them under the mask of a strong man. Nevertheless, 


for some reason, he found an understanding in Layne's eyes, and he wanted to talk. 


"What?" 


"Nothing," Cantrell guessed he was staring, so he looked away and pointed to one of the gray apartment 
buildings. "Here it is." 


"Good" 


He heard Layne's quiet sigh and suddenly felt wrong, he was even disgusted with himself. The reason he took 
the whore home wasn't quite docked with what was in the whore's mind. Jerry glanced at his companion and 


pursed his lips when they were at the entrance. 

Once they entered the small apartment, Layne scanned the space around him. Untidy, with clothes lying on the 
floor and empty beer bottles, but still cozy. He walked over to the couch and bit his lower lip, turning his head 
to the side. Jerry was still standing in the hallway and looking at the profile of his face, silent and motionless. 


Layne's thin hands suddenly moved, and the leather jacket fell on the floor. After a few seconds, from under 
the dark shirt slowly appeared his snow-white shoulder. Jerry swallowed. 


"Don't 


Layne turned around and stared at Jerry, removing blonde curls from behind his ear and exposing a beautiful 


long earring, "Excuse me?" 

"Don't do this if you don't want to," Jerry spoke. 

"| didn't come here to fulfil my own desires," Layne's voice trembled as he uncertainly crossed his arms. In his 
eyes was sadness mixed with fright, and Jerry took a deep breath, not knowing what to do, "You, you didn't 
want to fuck from the beginning, right?" 


"Yes, | just-" 


"Why the fuck did you bring me here? Are you kidding me? God, it's so fucking humiliating," Layne almost 
whispered, taking the leather jacket, "What's wrong with you?" 


"| don't know, | just," Jerry frowned and looked down, avoiding eye contact, "Sorry, l.. | can pay you for being 
here. Full payment.” 


Jerry looked up and pursed his lips, when Layne deliberately bumped his shoulder with his own as he made his 
way to the door. Cantrell quickly pulled a few bills from his pocket and turned around. 


"Layne, take that." 


"What do you take me for?" Layne sniffled, not even looking at Jerry, "I'm not gonna take money from a 


mentally disabled asshole. [t's maybe surprising, but | have a conscience." 


The door slammed, and Jerry remained alone in the apartment with a heaviness in his chest. 


Around midnight, he rubbed his face with his hands and entered the shower cabin, then turning on the faucet 
with hot water. Jerry flinched when the water splashed, sprinkling the glass surface of the cabin with tiny 
drops. He tilted his head back, submerging his face under the nice hot stream. 


There was no sound except the noise of water and Jerry's hard breathing. Two hands slid down his wet body, 
and Jerry calmly, steadily exhaled. The usual ritual. 


Fingers wrapped around his shaft, and his arm began to do its slow movements back and forth. Jerry frowned 
and closed his eyes, trying to give his brain the opportunity to determine who was the most sacred in a sexual 
sense. And it managed, suddenly giving Jerry an image of that white shoulder. He could paint Layne's body in 
the imagination with smooth fuzzy lines. In the darkness, beautiful, slim, shining. His hands on Jerry's chest, and 
he was moving slowly and rhythmically, in time with his heartbeat. Jerry was in the other room, he was lying 


on the bed and Layne was on top. Jerry could see that face, that smile, those eyes and, again, that body. 
Stunned, Jerry opened his eyes, but didn't stop his hand movements, and he felt like a stranger stuck in the 
oppressive shower stall. He made a try to discard the thoughts, closed his eyes again and pleaded God to send 
someone else in his sick mind. 

But there came Layne again. Again his arms, the dark room and the bed. Jerry could even hear his voice, the 
soft moans he was gently letting out. It was so wrong, and Jerry began to console himself, convinced that no 


one would ever know about this. It was a fantasy, only in his memory. No one would ever know. 


That wicked knowledge was killing Jerry. All he could see was Layne's face before him, all he could hear was 


Layne's breathing, and it made him suffer. 
In the meantime, everything about Layne was so vivifying. 


Suddenly, Jerry reached an absolutely new level of orgasm. At first, a blow, then a pause, a flood of warmth, 


then tiny aftershocks. His whole body trembled as if it had been electrocuted, and it felt like lightning. 


Jerry returned to reality, cringed, and immediately got scared of his own thoughts and desires. 


